THE  TRAIN
Suprugov carried the pork to his mouth and followed
it with a piece of bread. Tears filled his eyes ... from the
mustard.
"But see here/5 he said, when he had finished chewing.
"There wasn't anything about pregnancy in the case-
book?"
"Nothing.95
"And the matron—is she there?"
"The matron's in coach nine, with a man who's in a
fit They're all there."
"And Olga Mikhailovna?';
"In the Krieger coach, doing dressings."
Suprugov pondered. It was always like that—if
something happened, they were all busy. But what had
it to do with him? He was no obstetrician. Ear, nose,
throat ... It wasn't his job to be a midwife.
"Why get into a panic?" asked Suprugov. "You
women ought to know what to do in such cases."
And noting with satisfaction that Smirnova reddened,
and her eyes expressed very plainly her longing to hit
him, he rose and added:
"Go along, I'll be there in a moment."
But when he arrived in coach six, after washing his
hands and putting on his overall, he found Olga
Mikhailovna and Julia Dmitriyevna, whom Vaska had
called, already busy there. With mingled curiosity and
distaste Suprugov glanced at the woman in labour.
Her large body with mountainous stomach, covered
with a sheet, jerked convulsively. Her grey head with
black strands of hair rolled from side to side on the
pillow.
"Scream, dear, scream!" Olga Mikhailovna was telling
her swiftly and tenderly. "Don't worry about making a
noise, if 11 be easier for you."
But the woman made no sound. Beads of sweat rolled
down on to the pillow beside her head, her bitten lips
were swollen. A prolonged groan burst from her, like
the strangled lowing of a cow, and her eyes in their dark
sockets stared haunted from her haggard face.
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